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cGood night, Olga,5 he said. He had given up that absurd
Mrs. Le Blanc of his.
cGood night, Mr, Wilson, I wonder how I shall sleep.
Parties always excite me.5
'I have not been sleeping well lately myself,' he said.
'Do you expect me to be sorry?5 She was smiling at him.
He said good night again. She released her hand from his.
The dinner party was over.
She heard von Brandt's car start. Then a door opened.
Bentinck came out of the bathroom. She got up to meet him.
The hunter returns,' she said.
'Poor old Bentinck,5 he said. 'Simple old chap.' He sat
down. 'You arc a very clever woman, Olga. Warm, warmer
... It's getting very hot, my dear.'
Olga lit a cigarette. 'Danzig, the Polish Corridor. Yes, it's
coming,5 she said. 'Anything new?5
'Straws in the wind. But we'll know soon. That's what the
trip with Wilson is for. You know he's in it, too, doia't you?'
'Yes,' Olga said. She had guessed it. What a good idea die
dinnerparty had been! Business and pleasure. And it would
cover up her tracks. Give people something to talk about.
Give her something to say to Jean and Retief when they came
back. If the conversation got dangerous, she could always
switch it. She was a little ashamed of her affair with von
Brandt. Not of the affair, but that it should be with him.
'Have you put it away yet?' Bentinck asked.
'Not yet.' He was talking about the packet he had given her.
She would put it in the wall safe in Congo's room before she
went to bed. There could be no better place.
Til be going now,5 Bentinck said. 'Sit outside and smoke a
bit and then go over to Channel's. They'll still be talking.'
Olga sat on in the drawing room. Perhaps she had better
let Fritz convert her. She had been toying with the idea a long
time. She could lead up to it by saying she hated the Jews.
Anyone who did that was well on the way to National Social-
ism. It would be enough to set him off.